IT'S ΝΟ M/STAKE, 
4B.! THAT'S TOMORROW'S 
PAPER! 









EN 
us YOUR STORY! 


We're interested in hearing from past and present EC collectors as we 
revamp the EC portion of our website, 
www.gemstonepub.com. 


Did you get them off the newsstand when they first came out, or are you 
a newcomer to EC fandom? Do you collect for value or for the stories? 
What grabs you about them? Do you like the art? The stories? Both? 
Are they just great comics or are they your favorites? Let us know! 


e-mail eccollector@gemstonepub.com 


Or write to 
EC Collector 
The Overstreet Comic Book Price Guide 
Gemstone Publishing, Inc. 
1966 Greenspring Drive, Suite LL-3 





Соме CLOSER, DEAR READER! WELCOME TO THE VAULT OF HORRORS COME 
CLOSER AND I WILL TELL YOU A TALE SPECIFICALLY DESIGNED TO HOR- 
RIFY YOU... TO MAKE YOUR BLOOD CHILL IN YOUR VEINS AND THE 
HAIR ON THE BACK OF YOUR NECK BRISTLE WITH TERROR...A 

TALE FROM MY COLLECTION CALLED... .. 


BURIED АТТУ 


MY STORY BEGINS IN A LONELY PART OF A 
CEMETERY JUST OUTSIDE OF TOWN. JOHN ROCKWELL,| 
A GRAVEDIGGER BY TRADE, HAS JUST COMPLETED 
DIGGING THE FINAL RESTING PLACE FOR A POOR 
SOUL WHO HAS PASSED AWAY! AS HE PICKS UP HIS 
TOOLS AND STEPS AWAY FROM THE YAWNING 
BLACK PI THE FUNERAL PROCESSION MAKES 
ITS WAY WLY TOWARD THE FRESH GRAVE f 
THERE ARE SOBS FROM THE MOURNERS ALONG 
WITH THE SHUFFLE OF FEET OF THE PALL- 
BEARERS OVER THE GRAVEL-COVERED PATH! 
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AS THE SMALL GROUP OF MOURNERS TURN TOGO, НЕ 

STEPS FORWARD AND BEGINS TO FILL IN THE GRAVE. 

THE SOUNDS OF THE SOFT EARTH STRIKING THE 

HOLLOW COFFIN ECHO ACROSS THE NOW DESERTED 

CEMETERY Шымыр! NEVER DID CARE FOR THIS 
4 WORKf cub er A QUEER 


IS WORK DONE, JOHN ROCKWELL NERVOUSLY OH, HELLO FRED! MOVE N/ OOOH! I DON'T ENVY Y 
MAKES HIS WAY OUT OF THE CEMETERY AND INTO A | |OVERfI NEED А PICK-ME-UPY | YOU, JOHN YOUR JOB 
JUST SAW ANOTHER BURYIN'? J CERTAINLY WOULD 


NEARBY BAR! 
I NEED A DRINK! A FUNERAL AS Bes 
ALWAYS GIVES ME THE CREEPS JS 
a x 


OF BURYIN' SOMEONE ТУЕ HEARD OF CASES LIKE THAT! 
WHO WAS ST/LL CATALEPSY, THEY CALL IT? A 
ALIVES GUY LOOKS DEAD,..BUT HE REALI 
ISN'T? ONLY THEY CAN'T TELL THAT DON'T 
HAPPEN! 


SCARED OF 
WHAT, FRED? 








HOWEVER, JOHN'S MORNING 
CARRIES UNEXPECTED 


TAKE MY ADVICE, AS A LIFE-LONG 
FRIEND OF YOURS, JOHN! QU/T 
THAT ROTTEN JOB OF YOURS! 

IT'S RUINING YOUR HEALTH... 
AFFECTING YOUR NERVES f 


AND AFTER THEY LEAVE, AGAIN HE CANNOT LIFT 
HIS SPADE TO FILL THE GRAVE...AND AGAIN HE 
HEARS THE SAME LOW MOAN... 


J DIDN'T TAKE ANY- 
M SURE I COVERED 
. IT SAYS HERE THAT 
IT WAS LEFT OPENS I... I DON'T 
KNOW.. „I DON'T KNOW! 


JOHN STOPS IN AT THE BAR ON 
THE WAY TO WORK TO STEADY 
HIS NERVES... 


S'MATTER,JOHNE IT 
YOU LOOK ILL! NOTHIN! 


^ А 
вх 


/ 


SEVERAL NIGHTS LATER... AFTER WITNESSING А 

FUNERAL THAT SAME AFTERNOON... JOHN DOZES 

IN HIS CHAIRÍ HE DREAMS THE SAME STRANGE 

DREAM! HE IS WATCHING THE VERY FUNERAL HE 

WATCHED THAT AFTERNOON, . . HE RECOGNIZES 
THE FACES OF ΤΗΕ MOURNERS .. . 


JOHN AWAKES WITH A START! HE CANNOT HELP IT... 
BUT AGAIN HE FEELS THAT НЕ 4/4457 GO TO THE GRAVE! 
THAT HE MUST SEE FOR АМЕР 





L.. I MUST BE... LOSING ΜΥ MIND 
BE DOING А THING LIKE THIS 
5-4 
ἘΝ AS | 


іш It 
ΝΣ ΕΥ 
Ш/ 71 


PERHAPS I DO THINGS 
OUT REMEMBERING THEM 
g NEXT MORNING I 
* CN 


SIS 


M 


S 
€ 


FRED TRIES THE DOOR AND FINDS IT ΟΡΕΝ/ HE 
STEPS INTO THE DINGY ROOM! 





POOR FELLOW! HE LOOKED 
PRETTY BAD THE LAST TIME I 
SAW HIM BUT I NEVER EXPECTED 

THIS... 


WANT HIM TO HAVE 
HE HAS A LITTLE 


e BE BURIED WITH HIN D 
MONEY AND NO RELATIVES SO 
HE MIGHT AS WELL HAVE Α ES,HE'D HAVE WANTED IT 
NICE FUNERAL! THAT WAY f 
τ { 
h 1 w... 
k À 
© \\\ Ν NH 
r 








LET ME 0077 
HELP MES 


IM ALIVE S 


FRANTICALLY JOHN PUSHES ON THE GASKET LID 
OVER НІМ... BUT HE STRUGGLES IN VAIN.. ΤΗΕ 


JOHN HAD HAD AN ATTACK OF G47ALEASYS THE 
VERY THING THAT HE HAD FEARED HAD HAPPENED 


TO THE O7HERSS AND NOW...THEY HAD BURIED 
HIM ALIVE S 


I'VE GOT TO FREE MYSELF... 
BEFORE THE AIR IN HERE. 
GIVES OUT... 


I... ΓΜ BURIED ALIVE SO THAT'S WHY І HAD 


THOSE AWFUL DREAMS! IT WAS A PREMONITION... 
WEIGHT OF EARTH ABOVE HIM IS TOO MUCH... 


[SUDDENLY THE EVENTS ОҒ F ΡΑΞΤ 
WEEKS FLASH THROUGH MIND, 
АМО НЕ REMEMBERS SOMETHING f 


-..I'M GOING TO SUFFOCATE... 


THE SECONDS DRAG BY INTO MIN- HE HEARS THE 
UTES AND THE MINUTES INTO HOURS [SOUND HE HAS BEEN WAITING FOR... 
s. JOHN IS GASPING FOR WHAT 

LITTLE OXYGEN IS LEFT. 


CAN'T... GASP... LAST. .. MUGH | 
LONGER... GASP.. . . 





А SPADE STRIKES THE SOFT EAR 
SIX FEET ABOVE HIM f 


I'VE GOT TO...GASP... HE..HE'S STRUCK THE X 
LAST...GASP... GOT TO... COFFIN... EVERYTHING... M 
d 


1S... GASP... GOING... BLACK... 


DROP IN AGAIN 
NEXT ISSUE 
WHEN I'LL HAVE! 
ANOTHER 
TALE FROM 


IF YOU LIKE THIS TYPE OF STORY,WON'T YOU 
WRITE TO THE EDITOR 





THE NAMES AND PLAGES IN THIS TRUE STORY ARE FICTIONAL 
IN ORDER TO PROTECT INNOCENT PEOPLE INVOLVED. 


GORDON KIMBALL WAS JUST AN ORDINARY ΜΑΝ. HE WAS NOT RICH; НЕ HAD A NICE JOB BUT NOTHING 
SENSATIONAL. AND THEN ONE NIGHT, DEATH MARKED GORDON FOR ITS OWN! BY POISON, BY BULLET, BY 
SPEEDING CAR AND HURTLING BOAT, DEATH SOUGHT OUT GORDON KIMBALL AND CALLED TO HIM....WHY? 
WHO WANTED HIS DEATH? WHOSE WAS THE FINGER THAT TRIGGERED THE GUN AND WHOSE WAS THE 
HAND THAT SPILLED THE POISON AND DROVE THE CAR?...AND WHO WAS THE GIRL WHO SAW ALL 


THESE THINGS HAPPEN? WHEN SHE FINALLY FOUND GORDON KIMBALL AND SPOKE TO HIM--WHAT COULD 
SHE TELL HIM? 


TIGER! МНА - 
WHAT'S THE 
MATTER? 


Ir was 

ON A FRIDAY 
NIGHT JUST 
BEFORE HE 
WAS GOING ON 
HIS VACATION 
THAT GORDON 
KIMBALL FIRST 
REALIZED THAT 
DEATH HAD PUT 
THE FINGER ON 
нм... 





WAR AGAINST CRIME! 


p 
TIGER— AE4D/ THE MILKS I ALMOST DRANK SOME ОҒ 
IT MUST BE POISONED! BUT— THAT MILK MYSELF. IF I HAD 
BUT WHO'D POISON MY —ГО BE DEAD МОМУ WHO — 
MILK? WHO WANTS TO KILL ME? 





DAZED, GORDON KIMBALL STAGGERED OUT INTO THE 
NIGHT, EYES GLAZED AND UNSEEING... 


I'VE GOT TO GET ΑΜΑΥ... GO ОМ 
MY —— «50 I CAN THINK 






LIKE SOME METAL MONSTER, A SPEEDING CAR HURTLED 
OUT OF THE DARKNESS, ITS HEADLIGHTS LIKE CRUEL. 
BRIGHT EYES. FOR ONE LONG INSTANT, GORDON KIMBALI 
STOOD MOTIONLESS IN THE ҒАСЕ OF ONCOMING DEATH 











PRUSSICACID/ | TO KILL MEY 
VERY SWIFT f BUT WHY? I— 
VERY FATALI /1 NEVER HURT 





WHO'S THAT? 
WHAT DO YOU 


AND THEN PARALYZED MUSCLES RESPONDED, 
AND GORDON KIMBALL LEAPED FOR HIS 
VERY LIFE... 


I WAITED TOO LONG. 
TLL NEVER MAKE IT! 


THAT WAS NO— ACCIDENT. THEY 
WANTED TO--KILL MEff FIRST 
POISON...THEN THIS 


ped 


TDs 


| SOMEHOW, GORDON KIMBALL GOT HOME SAFELY WELL — AREN'T YOU DON'T BE SILLY. 
THAT NIGHT, BUT WHEN HE OPENED HIS APART- GOING TO — THEY WANT TO 


/ 
MENT DOOR... COME ON IN, AND [ SHOOT? KILL Με, TOO! 


CLOSE THE DOOR f 


== 
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Εξ 
ЕУ 
=== 
= 
Έτ 
Е 
—— 
Å= 


ή 





YOUR COUSIN, HIS SON EVERETT HATED HIM, I WAS GOING ON 
EVERETT. IT SEEMS TRIED TO KILL HIM, SO YOUR MY VACATION 
UNGLE LEFT HIS MONEY TO YOU, | |POLICE. TONIGHT, HE 
AIRE, OR DIDN'T AND TO ME. I WAS YOUR WON'T KNOW 
YOU KNOW? YOUR UNGLE'S SECRETARY. I FLEW WHERE! MAYBE 
UNCLE WOLFORD TO AMERICA TO FIND AND WARN | [FOR HIM, BUT | I—WE, THAT IS 
DIED A WEEK AGO YOU. ІТ SEEMS І GOT HERE I HAD МО | —GAN STILL GET 
IN AUSTRALIA AND JUST IN TIME / PHOTOGRAPHS AWAY... 
MADE YOU HIS HEIR. OF HIM. 








WAR AGAINST CHIME! 


GRAB A CRUISING TAXIf TELL 
HIM TO TAKE US ТО COLOSSUS 
STATION, SOUTH ENTRANCE! 











WHOEVER 15. AT COLOSSUS STATION... 


WATCHING, WON'T 
SUSPECT THIS 







THERE'S A 


FIRE ESCAPE MURDERERS 


ONE SEES 

WHEN ONE 
IS LOOKING 
FOR THEM! 


WE'LL WAIT HERE UNTIL THE А SMART MOVE, KIMBALL, 
TRAIN 15 MOVING, THAT WAY, IF ONLY TROUBLE 15,1 FIGURED 
THE KILLERS KNOW MY STATEROOM ТО WAIT OUT HERE UNTIL YOU 
NUMBER, nica MAY THINK I'M NOT GOT SETTLED... 














DON KIMBALL KNEW HE HAD TO MOVE Fi — 7 ОК MAYBE YOU DON'T LIKE 
WITH A RECKLESS FURY HE HURLED HIMSELF А IT WHEN YOU DONT HAVE А 
HELPLESS MAN TO USE 

AS А TARGETS 








ILL MAKE HIM... 


WHERE'S MY 
DROP HIS GUN... 


COUSIN? TALK, 
BLAST YOU f 


THAT NIGHT, AS HIS VACATION TRAIN HURTLED 
ON INTO THE DARKNESS,GORDON KIMBALL 
STARED INTO NADIA SHIREY'S EYES WITH 
DESPAIR MIRRORED IN HIS OWN... 


IT'S A HOPELESS M 





IF WE ONLY KNEW 
WHEN HE WOULD 
STRIKE THE NEXT 
ТІМЕ...! THEN WE 
COULD NOTIFY THE 
POLICE AND HAVE 
THEM PLAN А TRAP! 


JOB! HE HAS 
KILLERS EVERY- 
WHERE” 


I'LL HAVE 
A MAN TAIL 
YOU WHERE- 
EVER YOU 

60. 


GOOD. THEN IF 
ANYTHING 
HAPPENS, I'LL 
KNOW THE 
POLICE ARE 


LAKE WATER... 
NEARBY... 





AND THEN,FOR THREE DAYS 
THE PALL OF FEAR LIFTED OFF 
GORDON KIMBALL, AND HE AND 
NADIA SHIREY SPORTED IN THE 


w NO USE. 


HE'S бОМЕ/ 


WE'LL STOP OFF AND NOTIFY THE POLICE CHIEF 


OF SEAVILLA. THEN ILL GO ON WITH MY VACATION 
AS IF NOTHING HAPPENED,SO AS NOT TO WARN HIM. 





A САМОЕ ΒΙΟΕ,ΕΗΡ IT'LL 
BE THE LAST RIDE THEY'LL 
EVER TAKE! 


THINK IT WOULD Y MMMM-HMM. 


BE SAFE TO GO 
FOR A MOONLIT 
CANOE RIDE 
TONIGHT ? 
p 


IT SOUNDS 
LIKE FUN! 





THAT ΝΙΘΗΤ--- š || | THEY WON'T HAVE A CHANGE” 


-SIGH- rs мом- | f THEY'RE our IN DEEP waren | | Ynose Gone Ae SOON ERING 


DERFUL ТО BE ABLE | | NOW. FAR ENOUGH FROM SHORE | | AS 1 SWING IN 
TO RELAX FOR ONGE, | | NOT TO BE HEARD IF THEY 
ISN'T IT? YELL! CAST OFFS 










WiTH ROARING MOTOR, ΤΗΕ SPEEDBOAT 
HURTLED DOWN ON THE DEFENCELESS 
KIMBALL AND NADIA SHIREY! DROWNING 
OUT THE MOTORS WERE THE GHATTERING 
TOMMYGUNS / 


GORDON— 









LUNGS BURSTING FOR AIR, THEY ROSE TO THE SUR- 
ΕΑΟΕ, JUST AS THE BOAT TURNED AND GAME BACK 


ΕΤΗ THEY CAN PICK US OFF 
LIKE SITTING DUGKS! 
DOWN! GET DOWN! 


REALIZING THAT THE BOAT WAS GRUISING JUST 
ABOVE THEM, KIMBALL AND NADIA SHIREY FEARED 
TO GOME TO THE SURFACE 


» 











NOT A TRACE ОР 'EM. 
NOW UNCLE WOLFORD'S 
FORTUNE — το 


WE CAN BREATH UNDER 

THIS SHATTERED CANOE. AND 

IF WE LET ІТ DRIFT NATURALLY, 
DE THINK THEY GOT 


JUST LIKE 
GUNFIRE” 










UNSATISFIED, THE POLICE MADE A SEARCH OF I MISSED YOU 
THE BOAT, BUT DID NOT FIND THE TOMMYGUNS BACK THERE, BUT— 
WHICH WERE HIDDEN UNDER ΤΗΕ FLOORBOARDS. 

AND THEN, AS HE WAS ABOUT TO LEAVE — 


THOSE ARE THE MEN, 
OFFICER! THEY WERE 
SHOOTING AT UST 


YOU'LL COME ALONG WITH US! THE 5 IM DOUBLY LUCKY, 


AUSTRALIAN POLICE HAVE WIRED US , OFFICER. І HAVE MY 
THAT THEY HAVE PROOF YOU KILLED А ПРЕ — АМО MY WIFE! 
YOUR UNCLE. YOU'LL ВЕ SENT BACK NADIA AND I ARE GET- 
THERE FOR TRIALS TING MARRIED. 





ДЫ ο ns [ou dipping bark lio 
his wallet . . . the scheme was as nearly per- 
πὶ аз three weeks of incessant plan could 
make it! He had been accumulating the news- 
paper clippings which dealt with the "Smiling 
Strangler" and his activities in the surround- 
ing le. He would emulate the man 
the Police of three states were searching for 
.. emulate him as far as his methods of mur- 
der were concerned, at any rate! From his 

constant reading into the background, the 
methods, the peculiarities of the unknown 
murderer known to the public as the “Smiling 
Strangler,” he felt that he knew the man as 
well as if he was an intimate acquaintance 
. as well as if he, himself, was the "Smiling 


length of rope from his pocket, grin at him 
and mutter the words which the newspapers 
had headlined all over the country . . . 
* , "NICE DAY FOR А 
probabl: 


|, retreating into a corner, he would 
slip the noose around the old man's throat, 


would do his heart good to see his partner 
cringing before him, begging for mercy! But 
he would show none . . . would act as if he 
actually WAS the “Smiling Strangler” 
tightening the rope slowly around the con- 
vulsing throat inch by inch! It was a foolproof 
scheme ... and so was his plan of escape! 
After his partner was dead he would pin a 
slip of paper to the body . . . a slip of paper 
with the Smiling Strangler's fateful words 
scrawled across it... day... fora 
MURDER!" And then he would leave through 
the back door . . . catch a hitch and be miles 
— as by morning! Be far enough away 
so that he could be reasonably shocked to 
read of his partner's death! 
He stood by the side of the road watching 
the car's ігі acces come closer. The job was 
Eon pormes саза и 
. a rope tight around his neck! 


gler"... 

fect murder, he thought to himself, as he 
waved to the oncoming car, and saw it slack- 
en speed. In a moment he was climbing into 
the car, nodding to the good-looking man at 
the wheel. With a smile on his face he 
watched the man put the car into gear, ease it 
back onto the road! He settled back against 
the cushions . . . feeling smug and complac- 
ent! And then he noticed that the car was 
once again rolling off the road .. . with some 
consternation he searched the face of the man 
who had been kind enough to give him a 
hitch. His forehead crinkled into a puzzled 
frown, but the driver turned to him with a 
bland smile as he shut off the engine. 
"S-something wrong,” he asked, thinking of 
the lost time involved, examining the man's 
smiling face with some uncertainty. “Nothing 
to worry about at all," answered the driver 
as his hand delved into his pocket and he 
drew a dark object from his pocket . . . an 
object which could now be made out as a 
length of rope. "Nothing wrong at all,” smiled 
the driver, "in fact it's a nice day, isn't it?” He 
pressed back against the cushions away from 
the grinning driver, who leaned inevitably 
closer to him. “Nice day,” said the man | ina 
flat tone . . . “Nice day fora 





) a 
Murray WINTER HAD PLANNED THIS CRIME Zi 


е 
қ 
П Y n 
CUNNINGLY...EXACTINGLYf THERE WAS TO BE NO ή i] 
TRAGE WHICH MIGHT EVENTUALLY LEAD TO HIS $5 » 
UNDOING... FOR THIS WAS TO BE ΟΝΕ OF THOSE GEN [ 
ALMOST LEGENDARY CRIMES WHICH CONFOUND > 


THE POLICE? AND AT THE SAME TIME, FOR ЖТ 
MURRAY WINTER, IT WAS А... 
"VOYAGE INTO VENGEANCE ^" 


IN THE MANAGER'S IF YOU THINK YOU CAN MOVE IN 

OFFICE OF THE THIS NIGHT CLUB RACKET 7" ON US, MISTER... THEN YOU'RE 

PURPLE PARROT... ALL TIED UP, SEE... AIN'T ASKING TO BE FITTED OUT IN A 
WO ONE WHO DONT TIP PINE OVERGOAT! TAKE MY ADVICE 
HIS HAT ТО Z$” VAPORATE ^ 





|7 YOU OUGHTTA THANK YOUR STARS THAT 

L ON YOV.” UNTIL THEN... | |( MURRAY WINTER DECDED TO MOVE IN WITH 
ME, UNDERSTAND? AND YOU ! YOU GOT А МІСЕ LAYOUT HERE... 
6000 A TIME AS ANY f WE CANT HELP BUT CLEAN UP! — 


YYOURE MURRAY WINTER? WHY DIDN'T 
YOU SAY SO, СНОМ ? EVERYBODY HERE'S 
HEARD OF YOU,.. MAYBE WE CAN 4 
WORK OUT AN ARRANGEMENT! SCRATCH! WITH YOUR SET-UP |Z 
еч ~.. AND MY IDEAS... WE'LL 
GET А CORNER ON ALL THE 
RACKETS IN TOWN! 


H-HEY... YOU PULLI 
A GROSS ON МЕ, 
EH? 


WE'RE JUST GONNA SIT AND TALK, EH... AND THEN NOTHING CAN HELP YOU, TOUGHY 
4 You CALL YOUR GORILLAS IN TO RUB ME OUTS PARKER! RE... 


ΕΜ 
ч 


THIS'LL COOL "м 
OFF А ВП, BOSS! 








WHAT YOU WANT US TO ) LEAVE ІМ BE FOR А 
DO WITH THIS STIFF, ...HES OUT 
BOSS ? ! LOOP...UNTIL HE GOT GARELESS AND DID A 
55 -.. НММММ... STRETCH UP THE RIVER! NOW HE'S OUT... 
AND HAS А NOTION THAT J HELPED 
SEND "М UPS 


HE'S KINDA CARELESS.. .LUGGING )| GET ЧМ A ROOM IN SOME FLEABAG SLIP "IM A LITTLE OF 
А ROD AROUND WITH "IM^ BET ^| HOTEL... MAKE SURE HE DONT THIS STUFF, MAXIE..IT'LL 
THE POLICE WOULD LIKE TO COME OUTTA THAT SNOOZE KEEP М OUT TILL THE 

par LAW BUSTS INTO THE ROOMS, 


FOR ALITTLE WHILE! 
ОНА, BUT REMEMBER...JUST А 


TOUGHY...WE PUT 'IM 
INTO A TRAP SO'S THE 
GOPPERS CAN MOVE 


L/TTLE/ MORE THAN ONE 


THERE IT IS, CABBIE... WE'LL THAT PAL ОҒ YOURS... YEAH.. .ҮЕАН... 

GET OUT HERE! OUR PAL SURE HAS A LOAD ON, HERE'S A SAWBUCK 
HAS A ROOM ІМ THAT HASN'T HE? FOR YA...FORGET YOU 
BUILDING, , . EVER SAW US, SEE! 








WAKE UP SLEEPING 


DUMP "М THERE,BOYS...WHILE I 
MIX THIS LI'L POTION THE BOSS GIVE BEAUTY, BOYS., WELL 
.TOUGHY / SLIP "IM 'THIS MICKEY AND 


MEf BETTER GO EASY ON IT.. 


SAID IT WAS 22/5007 2 
T e 


~ 
- THAT D-DRINK...W-WHAT'D 
+. Y0U.. PUT IN IT? I...I.... 


HERE,BETTER TAKE A SLUG 
OF THIS.. — — DRINK E YOUR NERVES. L 
FALL, MISTER: НҮ SAY: LE Y 
| С r THE BOSS SURE KNOWS 
FOR YOU TO COME IN TO SEE = REAL кю: — HIS ONIONS WHEN IT 
COMES TO THAT SLEEP- 
WATER! HE'S CONKING 


HIM TOMORROW f < 
OF wows F-FEELS TER! HE'S CON 


LIKE A WALL COL - 
LAPSED ON МЕ... 


OUT LIKE А LIGHT/ TOUGHY SAID IT'LL LAST FOR LET'S GET TO A PHONE BOOTH/ THIS 
MORE'N AN HOUR,..GIVE US PLENTY OF TIME TO HERE NICKLE IS GONNA SEAL MR. MURRAY 
CALL THE COPS.... T WINTER'S FATE... IT'LL HAVE THE COPS HERE 
IN A COUPLA MINUTES, ., AND WHEN THEY 
FIND А GUN ON 'IM. , IT'LL MEAN А 
STRETCH UP THE RIVER FOR 'IM f 





OOOH. , „HEADS SPLITTING! W- WHAT'S 
THAT? SOUNDS LIKE THE POLICE... 


ІТ 9 THE COPS.. GATHERING 
G! 


ME...LEFT ME TO BE 
ОР 


M-MY GUN! TOUGHY NEVER Т- THAT MICKEY THEY 
WOULDA LEFT ІТ FOR ME...LESSN SLIPPED ME... ALMOST PUT 
HE WANTED THE BULLS TO FIND МЕ TO SLEEP SO THAT 


IT ON МЕ? G-GOTTA SCRAM... THE COPS WOULD WALK — 


RIGHT IN ON MEf I CAN 
THANK MY OLD SIDE- KICK 
TOUGHY PARKER FOR 


UMS. Д 


beag 


LOOKS LIKE OPEN WAR BETWEEN TOUGHY 
AND ME...IT FEELS GOOD TO GET MY REVENGE 
ON THAT CROSSER? HAD ENOUGH TIME TO HATCH 
THIS LI'L SCHEME. . WHILE I WAS UP THE RIVER.. 


F І САМЕ TO TOWN TO TRY TO 
(_ SHOEHORN MY WAY INTO TOUGHY'S 
|S RAGKET,.,BUT IF THAT FAILED I 
Z HATCHED А NICE PLAN TO SETTLE 
( MY SCORE WITH THAT DIRTY RAT f 


E ERR Re EP 
HE FELL OVERBOARD FOR IT... 
DIDN'T EVEN RECOGNIZE MY VOICE f 
I KNEW HE'D REACH FOR A CHANCE TO 
GET THAT DOUGH THAT OUR OTHER PART- 


" NER, JOKER MINK, STASHED AWAY ! NOW 


I PAY HIM A PRIVATE VISIT, ..AS THE 
JOKERS 








WAR AGAINST CRIME! 


HE'S FOLLOWED INSTRUCTIONS LIKE A GOOD C'MON IN, JOKER, , . JUST MIXING UP A ВАТОН 
LITTLE BOY... APARTMENT DOOR ОРЕМ... ΝΟ OF DRINKS! FUNNY ΤΗΙΝΟ...ΤΗΕ 7A/0'S ALL 
ONE ELSE AROUND PROBABLY PLANNING IN TOWN TODAY,,.FIRST MURRAY WINTER... 
ge TO СҮР THE JOKER OUT AND THEN YOU,” LIKE THE OLD DAYS... 
F HIS MONEY... 


JUST LIKE THE OLD DAYS, TOUGHY. . . WITH 
YOU TRYING TO GROSS ME AND THE 
JOKER! ГУЕ GOT AL'IL SURPRISE 
FOR YOU. f AND THEN WANTED A CHANCE 
TO GET HOLD OF THE JOKER'S 
MONEY, ТОО... HAW HAWS 


DIDN'T KNOW THIS SAME GUN | Y-YOU DIRTY DOUBLE- AND THUS ENDED MURRAY 
YOU WERE 


TOOK CARE OF THE JOKER... SER. WINTER'S VOYAGE INTO 
JUST LAST NIGHT! AND THAT TO KILL THE JOKER 


MONEY HE WAS SUPPOSED TO Y- YOURSELF! δη 





H. lammed the door of the hotel room be- 

id him. It was several seconds before he 
extended his hand toward the wall socket and 
flicked the switch so that the shabby room 
was bathed in a pale glow from the single 
bulb which hung overhead. Methodically he 
removed his jacket and threw it across the 
single overstuffed chair near the one window. 
He bolted the door, lowered the cracked 
shades and carefully examined the scanty 
furniture with which the room was equipped. 


He'd beat that fortune-teller yet, he thought 
to himself! The whole thing was preposterous 
. imagine being told by some wandering 
gypsy in a cheap tea-room that he would be 
murdered . . . tonight at midnight! He had 


never in his life put credence in any of the 
predictions made by people who claimed 
they could foretell the future . . . and yet, there 


WAS something strange about that fortune- 
teller . .. something MIGHTY strange! Just to 
keep on the safe side . . . since there WERE 
a few people who might conceivably dislike 
him enough to try to take his life . . . he had 
taken this room in one of the cheapest hotels 
in town, in a section he rarely frequented! Н 
someone WAS hunting for him tonight with 
the idea of killing him . . . they would have 
quite a job in FINDING him! He had used a 
false name when he registered downstairs 
... had made certain that the door was se- 


curely bolted . . . the window tightly shut! No 
one would ever find him here, at least until 
after midnight when his death was supposed 
to occur, according to that ridiculous charla- 
tan who looked into a crystal ball! 


He glanced at his watch . . . it was already 
after eleven o'clock . . . not too much longer 
for him to await his death, if the gypsy was 
correct! But of course it was ridiculous . . . the 
only reason he was taking this precaution was 
...Well...you never know! Maybe the gypsy 
KNEW something, had heard of a plot against 
his life! He drew the small revolver from his 
coat-pocket . .. he would use it to defend him- 
self... IF and WHEN his would-be murderer 
tried to storm into the room. Something the 
gypsy had told him had reassured him . . . he 
would come face-to-face with his murderer, 
if for only an instant! And in that instant he 
would defend his life with that little gun! It 
was laughable . . . imagine his carrying this 
farce out to such lengths! He turned to the 
dresser next to the bed and saw himself smil- 
ing in the mirror over the dusty cabinet. It re- 
assured him! He took the gun into his right 
hand, strode across the room and switched off 
the light! It wouldn't be much longer now! At 
that instant he heard the mournful peals 
of a church tower nearby! Methodically he 
counted out the number of times it tolled! 
Eight . . . nine... ten... eleven... breath- 
lessly he held breath, feeling the gun in 
his hand, squeezed against his damp palm! 
TWELVE! The bell had tolled twelve шев... 
hysterically he began to laugh .. . the gypsy 
HAD been mad! It was twelve and he hadn't 
as yet come face to face with his murderer! 
He turned toward the mirror to look at his own 
relief . .. saw the mouth twisted into a mad 
grin... the eyes wide with terror... and then 
his finger squeezed the trigger! Only dimly he 
heard the roar of the дип... the room seemed 
to recede from his consciousness . . . the fur- 
niture to spin in a grey haze. He began to 
sink toward the floor . . . and as he did so the 
last thing he was able to see was there іп th 
mirror . . . the man with the smoking gun in 
his hand . . . the man who had successfully 
murdered him . . . HIMSELF! 





DIRECTIONS: Look at the front cover of this comic - 
does it say CRIME PATROL? If so, this is the LAST ISSUE! 
Thanks for your patronage. if it says WAR AGAINST 
CRIME, hang around! There's ONE MORE issue to go! If 
you have some comments to make on CRIME PATROL, 
9o ahead and mail them and watch for the LAST EC. 
COMICS LETTERCOLUMN in WAR AGAINST CRIME 411. 

7 THE CRYPT-KEEPER 


Dear WAR AGAINST CRIME, 
It is a bittersweet experience to ponder the furtive, fidgety 


In WAR AGAINST CRIME #8, “The Last Round" goes to 
‘Freddy Jordan, а pseudonym for the pseudonym you 
otherwise would've given him to protect his identity in this 
true story. It would be interesting to know who the real 


My fave strip this issue is definitely “The Last Round a 
clever story with a twist at the end. | never twigged it that 
Freddy was в police agent. Makes me think of the writing 
οἱ Edgar Wallace, the UK writer who published prolifically 
back in ‘Nineteen Canteen’ when it was really cool to be а 
police spy. Al Feldstein's comics work in this strip reminds 
me of Сап Burgos drawing The Human Torch, only with a 
bit more detail. | understand from what [νο read of US 
comics history that most of the comic of the 
Golden Age had closed down by 49, altho the Golden Age 
is 38 to 49 | think 1 was unaware that EC had published in 





TALES ARE TOLD OF ANCIENT 
GODS AND THE HORRIBLE 
CURSES THAT HAVE BEEN 
KNOWN TO COME TRUE, EVEN 
IN THE TWENTIETH CENTURY, 
THE TOMB OF TUT-ANK-AMEN 
AND THE STRANGE DEATH 
THAT CAME TO THOSE WHO 
OPENED ITf THE LEGEND OF 
HAVRATH-TAL, AND OF THE 
SKELETONS LINING THE PATH 
TO ITS TREASURE HALL f. 


AND IN TIBET, THEY TELL 
THE STORY OF MALNAT, THE 
SHADOW-GOD OF AN 
SAMARKAND TEMPLE, AND. 

OF HOW A YOUNG AMERICAN 
STOLE HIS RUBY EYE 

AND OF THE FATE THAT ` 
OVERTOOK HIM f 


THE SHADOW 
GOD WILL 
NEVER LET 
YOU Gof 


NSE! 
OLD WIVES 


TALES! 


I 


BELIEVE 


HE LAUGHED AND SHOOK HIS SHOULDERS,AND 
DROVE HIS MEN AND HORSES DEEPER INTO THE 
MOUNTAINS. ON THE THIRD DAY — 


MY GUIDES DESERTED ME f THEY TOLD ME MORE 
HAIR-RAISING STORIES THAN ГУЕ HEARD ІМ YEARS 
—BUT THEY DIDN'T STOP МЕ! I'LL GET THESE 

RELICS FOR THE MUSEUM,OR BUST! 





RARE OLD SCIMITARS! THE RUBY EYE OF THE IDOL ITSELFS 
SHIELDS! ARMOR! IT'S WORTH A FORTUNE! OUGHT TO PAY 
AND BEST OF THE EXPENSE OF THIS EXPEDITION 

TEN TIMES OVER! 


THAT WAS HOW THE EYE OF BUT THE FIRST NIGHT OUT AT SEA, 
MALNAT LEFT THE SNOW-DRAPED VERYWHERE | STEVE MURRAY WOKE WITH SWEAT 
HIMALAYAS. IN CALCUTTA— BEADING HIS BROW AND HIS EYES 
ALMOST BULGING FROM HIS HEAD., 
NO— IT CAN'T ВЕ! 
MY EYES — PLAYING 
TRICKS ON ME? 


FOR THROUGH HIS STATEROOM WINDOW HE CAUGHT 
A GLIMPSE OF A GREAT, MONSTROUS BLACK 
SHADOW LOOMING HUGE AND TERRIFYING! 








SEE IT? I HEARD IT? 
WHAT Wate SHOOTING 


SHADOW— ? OH COME NOW] 
YOU'VE BEEN SICK, HMMM? А BIT 
DELIRIOUS ? THERE WAS NO 
SHADOW OUT HERE. I HAVE 
THE STATEROOM ADJOINING 
YOURS, AND I WAS LOOKING 

OUT ΜΥ WINDOW WHEN YOU 





D AND BEWILDERED, STEVE 
MURRAY STAGGERED BACK INTO HIS 
COMPARTMENT, HANDS SHAKING... 


BUT I—SAW ITf 1 KWOW 1 SAW 
IT.IT WAS THREATENING МЕ... 
JUST AS THE HIMAL AYAN 

TRIBESMEN SAID IT 


б 
ISPECTED SEEN THIS, MAYBE YOUL 


НАТ NIGHT, AS STEVE AND DOTTY STOOD NEAR ΤΗΕ 
ISTARBOARD RAIL OF THE BIG LINER. 
THERE WAS A RUBY BELIEVE ME WHEN I SAY 


THAT LARGE IN THE I SAW THAT SHADOW.| [DOT TY, YOURE LIKE A 


ENTIRE WORLD. BACHELOR LIKE ME. I — 


in 5 Θ/ΘΑΑΤΙΟΖ NOW AFTER YOU'VE 
I NEVER 50 








WHITE SPACE —WHERE THE STOLEN RUBY SHOULD 


HAVE BEEN! 


ME YET, BUT SOME 
NIGHT, WHEN THE 
CONDITIONS ARE 
RIGHT—IT WILL 


Next кк, FRAYED NERVES JAS STEVE WAS ABOUT TO LEAP 
ARE DUE STEVE SCOFFS... |FROM THE DIVING BOARD: 
T N 


NIGHT, HOW COULD A SHADOW 
HURT ME? DOTTY AND I ARE 
GOING FOR A LAST 


SANK STEVE INTO THE DEEP POOL.| 


OFF-BALANGE, PANICKED BY THE STRANGE SIGHT, DOWN AND DOWN 
DROPPED LIKE A STONE! HIS BACK HIT M HIS LUNGS WERE ON FIRE FOR AIR f HALF-PARA- 
LYZED BY THE BLOW ON HIS SPINE MOVED 


STEVE 
WATER HARD! 





LESS AS A DARK, BLACKISH SHADOW 
THROUGH IM WATER TOWARD НІМ... 





HE'D HAVE 

I SAW HIM HIT f ; PHADNT SEEN 
I ONLY HOPE HIS HIM FALL f 
BACK ISNT BROKEN y We 


I SURE HOPE NOT, DOTTY, OF COURSE, 
WHY NOT COME UP TO MY STEVE, [LL BE 
[COUNTRY PLACE FOR A FEW GLAD TOf 
DAYS ? I'LL NEED SOMEBODY 

F ΗΕ COMES 


TLL BE ALL MAY — MAYBE HE WON'T BE ABLE 
RIGHT NOW, TO GROSS THE OCEAN COMPLETELY] 
I MEAN, HE CANT ОО THAT 
APPEARING АСТ IN AMERICA, 
CAN HE ? 


AND THEN, BEFORE HIS BULGING 
EYES, THROUGH THE LIGHT OF A 
WALL WINDOW, STEVE SAW THE 


GUESS DOTTY WAS RIGHT, н. Ц TLL KILL ITf Y. 
THAT MONSTER CAN'T DO HIS HE'S BACKS HE'S BACKS τι KILL (rf 4 
TRICKS IN AMERICA. NOT IN HE'S STILL АҒТЕКМЕ/ 

THE TWENTIETH CENTURY! 





WAR AGAINST CRIME! 


I KILLED ΜΑΙ МАТ, HA! HA! 
SUREIT LET HIM HAVE BOTH 
BARRELS! HA! НА! 


STEVE! STEVE! 
WHAT HAPPENED? 


LUNGING CRAZILY THROUGH 
THE UNDERBRUSH, PAUSING ONLY 
TO FIRE AT TREE-SHADOW AND 
BUSH-SHADOW, STEVE DROVE 
ON WILDLY... 


HE CAN'T RUN РАН. 


LIKE I WOULD A 
BEAST, . «KILL HIM... 
MAKE HIM STOP 
BOTHERING МЕ/ 


STEVE SLAMMED THE GUN TO HIS SHOULDER AND 
TOOK AIM. BUT AS HE STEPPED FORWARD, HIS 
FOOT ENTANGLED ITSELF IN A BUSH, AND HE FELL 
FORWARD. 


STEVE! GET HOLD OF 
YOURSELFÍ DO YOU HEAR } WOULDN'T BE 
МЕ? STEVE— YOU'RE 

HYSTERICALI 


WHY NOT? WHO 
HYSTERICAL WITH 
THAT BLACK 

MENACE HOVERING OVER 

HIM? BUT I'LL GET ІТ? 

TLL KILL IT... 


— AND— AND 
THERE HE 15/ NOW 
FOR ONE GOOD 
I SHOT! 





THERE'S A ΜΑΝ UP AHEAD, І 

HIT HIM IN THE HAND. HE'S 

HOLDING ІТ! BUT WHY IS HE 

RUNNING? HEY, YOUf 
SORRY! 


Ir WAS THEN THAT STEVES EYES FELL ON THE 
| PARTLY SHATTERED FLASHLIGHT IN ED'S ΡΟΟΚΕ 
- STOLE MUSE 


ASS, WITH А Р) О 
OF THE SHADOW-GOD / FUNDS, STEVE. I 
KNEW YOU'D FIND OUT) 


AND THEN FOR ONE HORRIFYING MOMENT, STEVE 
MURRAY SAW SOMETHING BLACK AND MENACING АМО 
I| HORRIBLE SWOOP DOWN FROM THE SKY. A SCREAM 
OF FEAR RENT THE NIGHT AIR f 
IT'S COME AFTER НІМ... WHATEVER 
ІТ 15... FOR HAVING DARED ТО 
IMPERSONATE ІТ... 





As ΤΗΕ MAN PAUSED TO OPEN Hs 


CAR DOOR, STEVE САМЕ UP, WIT! 
A ORY, HE STARED АТ. 


ED! I LEFT YOU | JUST OUT FOR 


I'M GOING TO RUN 
AWAY, SHOOT МЕ 
IF YOU WANT... 


FiFTEEN MINUTES LATER, DOTTY FOUND A BADLY 
SHAKEN, BUT STILL HEALTHY STEVE, AND LED 
BACK TO HIS LODGE AND THEIR FUTURE WEDOIN 
1 FOUND HIM... HALF- ) THERE, STEVE. DONT THINK 
EATEN... ΜΑΙ МАТ... ABOUT IT ANY MORE. FOR- 
GET IT. INSTEAD, LETS 
CONCENTRATE ON OUR- 
SELVES, AND OUR FUTURE 
HAPPINESS... 


p THE Е PASSER 


fa d NANTIANI 


zs 
— - srama vo irae -= THE END -- 


To WAR AGAINST CRIME, 
Conceming issue #8, to those readers who enjoyed the 


Once again, with the house text "Child's Play!" | suggest 
interested persons view the films HOME ALONE (ΘΟ) 
and HOME ALONE 2: LOST IN NEW YORK (1992) both 
featuring Масашау Culkin. 


Now, how many ЕС Fan-Addicts recognized that the toy 
blocks on the top of this page have the initials of one of 
the greatest editor/writer/artist (in my opinion) the comics 
medium has ever seen. 


David Dellario Kensington, СТ 
What? No errors this ish? You're slipping! 


Dear Gemstone, 
іп а previous letter | mentioned that "The Werewolfs 


fact detalled in TALES OF TERROR: THE EC COMPANION. 
TALES OF TERROR is an outstanding book, and ! highly 
recommend it to Fan-Addicts and Neotans alike. 


TALES OF TERROR also includes a few photos from a 
1954 segment of THE STEVE ALLEN SHOW that William. 
Gaines, АІ Feldstein and Harvey Kurtzman appeared on. | 
would love to see footage of that show, but apparently it 
was destroyed long ago. In many ways Steve Allen was a 
progressive TV host who welcomed innovative and 


-ск 


‘unconventional guests like writer Jack Kerouac, comedian 
Lenny Bruce and singer Bob Dylan. On the other hand, 
Allen permanently alienated many rock fans when, іп а 
1956 show, he forced a young Elvis Presley to wear a white 
Че and tails and sing "Hound Dog” to a real live hound 
dog! Presiey reportedly resented the appearance, 
although | don't know how the dog felt about it ай. 


Timothy M. Walters. Muskogee, OK 


This is the same ELVIS who was іп KISSING COUSINS? 
(Емі: “А missie, you know, СВМ” Hillbilly giri: “You may 


In CRIME PATROL 48, Constable Joe Daniels, after a long 
‘session with his brother Jack, proceeds to tell us the true 
‘story of the “Three Clues to Terror” Obviously no one can 
honestly say the Harker Falls police haven't a clue. That's 
а clever retort in the first panel! The crooks drive a Palmer 
Car - say, did | ever tell you what Amie’s wife sáid to 
Johnny Carson? Oh, yeah, the letters page, same issue. | 
сап sympathize with how Joa must feel after going four 
days without food or water; rather like | feel after going 
four weeks without а new EC reprint. 


In “The Maxwell Brothers” Johnny Maxwell means well. 
After decades of sibling abuse from brother Fred of the 
Boney Marbni gang, he arrives Johnny-on-the-spot to 
bust, best and arrest his nemesis. 

In “The Case of the Floating Corpse; the widow dunnit. 
Perhaps Mrs. Blake's first name is - Flake? 


1 wish the Gemstone staff best wishes іп the post-EC- 


reprint era, and offer heartfelt thanks for all the right- 
priced entertainment We'll miss you! Please print 
address. 


0566 Grove Osk DR 
Santa Ana, CA 92705 
Dost mies ws yall Оло more lesus of WAR ACANST 
CRIME to до! 


Bob Gorby 


THIS COMIC REPRINTS ` 
WAR AGAINST CRIME #10 (DEC 1949/JAN 1950) 
COVER by Johnny Craig 
"Buried Alive!” 
"The Man Death Wanted" 
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Russ Cochran's Comic Art 
Auction, which has been 
published regularly since 
1973, specializes in the 
finest comic strip art, 
comic book art, and illus- 
trations by artists such as 
Frank Frazetta and Carl 
Barks. 


If you collect (or would like 
ю start a collection of) 
classic strips such as Krazy 
Kat, Tarzan, Flash 
Gordon, Prince Valiant, 





RUSS 
COCHRAN 5 
COMIC 
ART 
AUCTION 


Dick Tracy, Terry and the 
Pirates, Gasoline Alley, 
Li'l Abner, Pogo, Mickey 
Mouse, Donald Duck, or 
comic book art from EC 
Comics, then you need to 
subscribe to this auction! 


To subscribe to Russ 
Cochran’s Comic Art 
Auction, send $20.00 
(Canada $25.00; other 
international orders, 
$30.00) for a four-issue 
subscription. These fully 





illustrated catalogs will be 
sent to you by first class 
mail prior to each auction. 
If you're still not sure 
about subscribing and 
would like a sample issue 
from a past auction, send 
$1.00 to Gemstone 
Publishing, P.O. Box 469, 
West Plains, MO 65775, 
or call Toll Free 
(800) 322-7978. 


MD residents must od 5% soles кім; MO residents 
cdd 6.475% soles ex, СА residents cdd 7.25% 
soles ax [Son Diego County residents 7 75%). 
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Did you know there were two covers for this book? EC greats | 
Al Williamson and Al Feldstein, two comics legends, celebrate the 
50h anniversary of EC's "New Trend" titles and the 301} anniversary of 
The Overstreet Comic Book Price Guide! You can find them 
both at your local comic book shop! 


Can't find a comic shop? Call the Toll Free Comic Shop Locator Service at 
(888) COMIC BOOK or you may order direct from Gemstone Publishing by calling 
Toll Free (888) 375-9800 ext. 249, fox (410) 560-7143 or e-mail 
sales gemstonepub.com. Checks, Money Orders, Visa and 
MasterCard accepted. $30.00 hard cover * $22.00 soft cover (+ 58Η. 


